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Nellie Nuthatch and her four nuthatches 

are Mr. N’s friends. 

Mr. N helped Nellie take care of the nuthatches 
when they were babies. 

Mr. N loves the nuthatches. 

The nuthatches love Mr. N. 


One day Nellie Nuthatch has to fly north 

for a short visit. 

“My nuthatches are old enough to take care 

of themselves now,” Nellie says to Mr. N. 

“But | do not want them to fly about late at night. 
Can you please check to see if they are 

in the birdhouse at bedtime?” 

“I'm happy to help,” says Mr. N. 

“| can sit under the tree near the birdhouse tonight.” 
“You may if you want to,” says Nellie, 

“but it is not necessary. 

The nuthatches are not babies anymore.” 


The nuthatches follow Newly to Mr. N’s house. 
“Take the numerals off Mr. N’s house,” says Newly. 
“Wait! These numerals do not belong to us,” 

say the nuthatches. 

“It does not matter,” says Newly. 

“We are only borrowing them. 

Never mind. You are babies! 

I'll do it myself.” 

Newly takes the numerals off Mr. N’s house. 


Mr. N looks inside the birdhouse. 

“The nuthatches are asleep,” he says. 

Newly waits until Mr. N sits down under the tree. 
Then he starts to drop the numerals. 

Numerals fall all around Mr. N. 

Mr. N runs this way and that, trying to catch 

the numerals. 

“These numerals come from people’s houses,” 
says Mr. N. 

“| need to find out where they belong.” 

“See,” whispers Newly, “now Mr. N will be busy 
all night. 

We can fly about and stay up late.” 


Mr. N walks from one neighbor’s house 

to the next neighbor's house. 

Everywhere he looks, numerals are missing 
from the houses. 

“T'll try to put all the numerals back where they 
belong,’ says Mr. N. 

He works and works. 

It is dark and he is tired. 

Mr. N makes many mistakes. 

The next morning people have wrong addresses. 
Mr. N sleeps until noon. 

He does not know the confusion 

the wrong addresses cause. 


The Ning’s newspaper is delivered 

to the Nettle’s house. 

The Newberry’s mail is put in the Navarro’s mailbox. 
Mr. N’s neighbors telephone him. 

“Mr. N,” they say, “why do you have the right address 
on your house but we do not?” 

“| must have put the wrong numerals on your 
houses,” says Mr. N. 

“Mr. N, why did you take the numerals off our 
houses?” ask his neighbors. 

Mr. N explains how the numerals fell around him. 
“How strange,’ say the neighbors. 

“Let’s work together to put the numerals back where 
they belong.” 

The neighbors work together. 

Soon everyone has the right address again. 


“Newly, we are still not sure it is right to borrow 
numerals,” say the nuthatches. 

“Don't be babies! 

Do what | say,” insists Newly. 

Just then a clock strikes. 

“Let's take numerals off all the outdoor clocks,” 
says Newly. 

“Then we'll have numerals to drop on Mr. N tonight.” 
“Newly, | don’t think we should listen to you,” — 
says one of the nuthatches. 

“You are a baby!” says Newly. 


The nuthatches see Mr. N is upset. 

“Newly, we must tell Mr. N we borrowed the 
numerals,’ they say. 

“No,” says Newly, “I do not want to get 

into trouble. 

Let everyone think Mr. N took the numerals.” 
“Newly, this time we won't listen to you. 

We know you are wrong,” say the nuthatches. 
“You are all babies,” says Newly. 

“We don’t care what you call us,” answer 
the nuthatches. 

They fly down to Mr. N. 

Newly Nuthatch flies away as fast as he can. 


“Listen to me very carefully,” says Mr. N. 

“Never, ever do anything you think may be wrong. 
Don't care if someone calls you a baby. 

You are a big bird, not a baby, when you refuse to do 
something wrong. 

Don't be afraid to say NO. 

Say NO and fly away.” 

“Watch us, Mr. N,” say the nuthatches. 

“This is what we'll do next time.” 

Mr. N watches. 

The nuthatches say NO and fly away. 


The next day the nuthatches fly to Mr. N’s house. 
“Mr. N, may we borrow something from you 

if we ask permission first?” ask the nuthatches. 
“Yes, of course,” says Mr. N. 

“What would you like to borrow?” 

“You have a box filled with letters of the alphabet. 
May we borrow some of the letters?” 

“Are you going to put letters on the clocks instead 
of numerals?” asks Mr. N. 

“No,” say the nuthatches. 

“Newly wants to put the numerals back 

on the clocks all by himself. 

Newly is sorry he was naughty. 

We need the letters for a very important reason. 
Look up into the sky tomorrow and you'll see.” 


The next morning an unusual cloud floats in the sky. 
On it is this message from the nuthatches: 


@. 


